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grand in other ways, was grand also at Robbery. Of
course we made acquaintance with the Bears of Berne
in their fosse. I doubt if many travellers enjoyed Switz-
erland more than your Grandfather did; he was in a
perpetual state of toosey-moosey over the grand and the
beautiful in that Alpine region. He made many excur-
sions among the mountains, alone with guide and Alpen-
stock, with William, or occasionally in a carriage with
my dear mother, William, and myself. There were very
few Americans travelling in Switzerland in those years.
Only two came to Berne during the summer we passed
there, Mr. Ray, and. Mr. Low, of New York.
In October we took a sentimental leave of La Lor-
raine, and moved southward to Florence. We travelled
Vetturino in the family caleche, with four fine horses,
and a fine old cuirassier of Napoleon's wars for postil-
lion, followed by a fourgon which carried our baggage,
and had a hooded seat in front, occupied by William and
Paul's nurse. The fourgon had only two horses, and a
subaltern of Caspar for a postillion. We crossed the
Simplon before the snow fell. Your grandfather was
much interested in the great engineering work of Napo-
leon, which crossed the Simplon with such a fine broad
road.
We were soon in Italy, dear delightful Italy. We paid
our homage to the beautiful Cathedral at Milan, paid
our respects to San Carlo Borromeo, and the Lago Mag-
giore, halted for a day or two at Bologna, crossed the
Apennines, and were soon at the gates of Florence.
Your grandfather fell in love with Italy at first sight.
And it was a love which lasted through his life-time.
For Switzerland he had a great admiration; for Italy he
had a warm affection, which neither beggars nor bandits

